Life is hard, and the fact that being young puts you farther away from death than anyone else along his or her life paths (hopefully) puts us at a disadvantage. Youth is generally considered a time of naivety and self-actualization. It is a time of extraordinary challenges because the world asks of you to develop an identity and form a tentative ideological base, but in addition, youth is a time of immense change as a result of exposure to many places, people, and events. The opportunity to identify yourself, independent of your past actions or reputation in other circles does not happen often in any other time of life. This first stage of life has enormous implications for a life-long relationship with people that you meet while traveling, attaching special significance to places, and being greatly affected by events, no matter how insignificant they may seem.

However, these early decisions greatly impact the short-term and even the long-term future.

 

Before I start on my diatribe about being young and my feelings surrounding the stage of life that I currently occupy, experience may not trump youth all the time. Though it helps in analyzing situations and reconciling inter-personal relationships, vigor may be needed to act as a catalyst and inject a new enthusiasm into whatever is asked of them. Living in a world that is not ruled by youth, rules without the interests of young people in mind, or ignores any ideas coming from young people is difficult. This intransigence frustrates youth, and can mobilize an often marginalized, apathetic, and simultaneously, dynamic group of people.

 

Change is not only a motto; it is an aspiration of many around the world. Youth are the ones who have the most to gain or to lose from any sort of action culminating in some event that disrupts the status quo. Movements, revolutions, wars, protests, or other large gatherings are all types of change that garnered support and brought about change when faced with seemingly insurmountable challenges. With this drastic change in societies, future generations may not be able to understand the circumstances surrounding the past, and are unable to relate with older people. So, in some strange twist, this disconnect is unavoidable because of a natural progress, whether positive or negative which shapes the circumstances that youth of each subsequent generation is exposed to. Keeping this is mind; the youth of every generation have chances that were not afforded to those who came before them.

 

Instead of pontificating, I’ll use the example of my trip to Egypt. When I left my little township (Gaithersburg) almost 12 months ago for Cairo, the dusty, noisy, polluted metropolis awaited my arrival. Ten months sounded like a short time, but; that turned out to be false. The first half of my trek was marred by isolation from the larger community. Concern was on the minds of my parents and other loved ones, but I insisted that I stay on, perhaps with time; I would have a greater appreciation for my circumstances. My unwillingness to go home after the end of the fall semester ended up being a good decision, looking back on the overall experience. In the second half of my time I made great strides, making very good friends with Egyptian and American students, reconnecting with my adventurous nature, and embracing the opportunity afforded to me as a result of my parent’s love, support, and hard work.

 

 

Growing up, or becoming more mature is a type of change. Paths to reach this apex differ. Cultures throughout the world have rites to mimic the movement from youth to adulthood, which entails that the person must take on more responsibility and is treated with a great deal of respect. Also, growing up involves expanding the scope, and membership of your community, taking independent action, and knowing when to ask for help, not demanding or expecting it to always be there. My trip to Egypt was a version of a rite of passage, and once I returned to my little township and the community I was a part of, I was welcomed as an adult. Though age is usually indicative of maturity, it is not always the case that a person has reached their desired destination at that age. It took me 21 years to prove to my family, my church, and my friends that I am capable of more than my sophomoric rhetoric.

 

Youth is not always the idyllic time of our lives, challenges to establish my own identity, the inability to live life on my own terms, and being parented by other adults are some of the challenges facing me. But, being young gives me chances to travel places, work jobs, and meet many people that my parents could have only imagined. Youth is where a person is the most malleable, and this slow evolution of your personality continues throughout your life. Aging is something that should not be feared, in my opinion; the fear of aging may give us a glimpse into a life where youth was unjustly usurped or some sort of vanity. I am happy to occupy this stage of life, even with its disadvantages, but each part of life has its unique characteristics. When I look back at my youth when I am 41, 61, and God willing, 81, I would like to remember those whom I love, the travels I have conducted, and the events that shaped all of the above fondly.  

